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Prince! 


LINTON SUBME 
PROLOGUE. | 
Itorious SIR, 1] fairhful to thy Word, 

Who Conquer more by KiniIneſs then by Sword, 
As thy Anceitors brave wich matchleſs V igor 

Cauſ'd Hogen Mogon make ſo great a Figure. 

So Thou that art great Britains only Moſes; 

To guard our Ancient Thirfle with the Koſes : 

The diſcords of the Haro, intune to bring 

And crub the pride of Lillies in the Spring i. 

Permir, Great SIR, poor Uls amongſt the Preſs 

I humble terms, to make this blunt Addreſs ; 


In Linton Verſe, tor as Fo Highneſs knows 
' You haye good Rore of Nonſenſe elſe in Proſe, 


SR firſt of all that it may pleaſe _ 
\ Your Highneſs to give Us an caſc; 
Of our Opprecſſions more or leſs, 
_ Eſpecially that Knave the Ces. 
And Poverty for Pity crys 
Fi modihe our dear Exciſe : 
It You'l not truſt Us when we ſay'r, 
Faith; SIR. Weare not abletopay't: _ 
Which makes Us ſigh when we ſh wild ſleep, 
And faft when We ſhould goto Mear : 


Yes ſcarcecan pet it wiicu ww but row, 
Yer drink we NMUN wo Niuikc.s f-cow 


For this our Grief, SIR, makes Us now 
Sleep ſeldom found ti] We be fow. 
SIR, Let no needicſs Forces ſtand; 
To plague this poor, bur valiant Land; 
And let no Rhetorick procure 
Penſions only but to the Poor. ; 
Thar Spendthriir « ourtiers get no ſhare 
To make the King's Exchequer bare. 
Then-Valiant SIR, We beg ar large, 
You will free Quarters quite diſcharge. 
We dwell upon the King's high Street, 
And ſcarce a day we mil forme Chear. 
For Horſe and Foot » hen they come by; 
SIR, be they Hungry, Cold or Dry; 

| They Eat and Drink, and burn our Pears; 

With feind a Farching in thei Breicks, 
Deſtroy our Hey, and preſs our Horſe, 
Whiles break our Heads and that is worſe 
Conſume both Men and Horſes Meat; 
And make both Wivesand Bairnsto greit, 
By what is ſaid your Highneſs may 
Judge if wwo Stipends we can pay : 
And thetefore it You wiſh us well 
You muſt with all ſpeed Reconcile ; 
Two Jangling Sons of the ſame Mother; 
Ellut and Hay with one another ; 
Pardon Us, SIR, for all Your Witt, 
] tear. that prove a kittle Pure. 
Which tho' the wiſer Sort condole, 
Our Lizton Wives ſtill blow the Coal ; 
And Women here as well we ken, 
Would have Us all Fobn Thomſons Men, 
Therefore, dear SIR, e're You be gone, 
Caſt Kirk and Mceting-Houſe in one ; 
Whoſe mutual Charicies are as ſcant 
AsPapiſts is to Proteſtant. 
SIR, it was faidere I was born, 

» Whoblowsbeſt bears away the Horn; 
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And he that Lives and Preaches beſt 
$h ould win the Pulpit from the reſt, 
he next Perition that We make, 

Is that for brave Old Teviets ſake, 

W ho had great Kindnels for this Place, 
You'l move the Duke our MaſtersGrace | 
To put a Knock upon our Stceple, 

To ſhew the Hours to Countrey People: 

For We thar live into the Town, 

Our ſight grows dim by Sun go down; 

And charge, SIR, our Street to mend, 

And Caſky itfrom end toend. 

Pay but the Workmen for their pains, 

And we will joyntly lead the Stones, 

In eaſe your Highneſs put hitn to it, 

[The Mercat Cuſtoms well may do it, 

fs for himſelt he is not raſh, 

cauſe he wants the ready Caſh, I. 

For if your Highneſs for ſothe Reaſons; 
Should honour Lenten with your Preſence; 
Your milk white Pelfrey would turn brown; 
Ere yu 1yde half but throw the Town, 
And that would put upon our Name, 
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A blot of everlaſting Shame . 
Who are reputed Honeſt Fellows; 
Ho tour as ever Wuliem Wallace. 
aſtly, Great SIR, dilcharge usall. 
To go to Ccurt without a Call. / © 
Diſcharge Laird Gifferd and Hog Yards, 
Tamer Dowglas and our Linton Lairds, 
Oi d IWilliam Tounger and Geordy Purdy, 
Laird Gifford, Scroges, and lictle Swordie 
And Engliſh Andrew, who hasskill, 
ToKnap at every word ſo well. 
Let Kingfide ſtay for the Town-Head, 
T1]! thar old Peeviſh Wite-be Dead ; 
And thar they go ofi no pretehice; 
Topurthis Place togreat Expence. 
Nor yec ſhall contribute their ſhare, 
To anv who are going there. 
To ſtrive to be the greateſt Minione 
Or plead for this, or that Opinian . 
If we have any things to ſpair, | 
Poor Widows they thould be our Care: 
The Fatherleſs, the Blind, the Lame, 
That Sterve, and to Beg think ſhame. 
 S8aFare-well, SIR, here isno Treaſon 
Bur wealth of Ryme and part of Reaſon. 
And fot to ſave ſome needleſs Coaſt, 
We ſend thrs our Addreſs by Poſt. 

Dh EPILOGUE. : 
Hrice Noble OR ANGE, Blels'd be the Time, 
Such fair Fruit proſper'd in our Northren Clime : 

Whoſe Sweet and Cordial Joyce affoords us Matter, 

And Sauce to make our Capons cat the better. 

Long may Thou thrive and till thy Arms Advance; 
Till England ſend an Orange into France + | 

Well guarded thorrow proud Neptun's Wawcs, and thei 
Whar's ſweet to us,may prove ſour Saucetothem, 

As England does, ſo Caledonia boaſts, 

She Eight with Orange for the Lord of Hoſts. 


And tho? the Tyrrant hath unſheath'd his Sword, 


Fy fear him not, he neyer keep't his word. 


